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	Remnant of a Hero

A/N This will be a short story about what could have happened if Percy lost annabeth in the Titan war. This is a planned one-shot.

Remnant of a Hero

Percy slumped forward at the pub, burying his face in his hands. If any of his friends from his past life had seen him, they would have been shocked. They might not even recognize him. He has a long, greasy beard now. His face was sunken and pale. He had long fingernails and his hair was unkempt. His eyes, once so full of joy and fun, now looked like the color of pea soup, a dull listless green. He had clearly been drinking, but as a demigod his metabolism was increased so it was harder for him to get drunk. He had done everything possible to flee from his old life. He had given himself a new name, forged identification papers, and even fled overseas to England. Yet no matter what he had done, the memory of her face followed him in his dreams. It made it impossible to so much as look at another girl. This was the fifth year anniversary of her death. He was honestly suprised that he had survived this long. Why you ask? Because, quite simply, he had lost the will to live. He slowly rose from his stool and left the pub after paying his bill. He went outside and walked down the street, quickly ending up at the beach. Even though any trip near a sizable body of water made memorys of the two of them kissing on the beach resurface in his head. Yet despite this, he still felt a connection to the sea. It was oddly fitting. They had been together for five years, starting on a beach much like this one. Now, he intended to end his miserable existence on a beach so he could be with her on the fifth anniversary of her death, beginning their relationship anew in the afterlife. He pulled Riptide out and looked at it sadly. If only Zoe could see what had become of the demigod that still wielded her blade. He turned it so the point was towards his chest and braced himself for the pain. Yet it was not to happen. His blade became hot, scaldingly so. He dropped Anaklusmos and looked up. He saw a furious Hestia glaring at him.

"What do you think you are doing? What would Annabeth say?"

He looked down, ashamed of himself. "That's just the problem. With her gone, I have nothing to live for. Every time I close my eyes, I see her dead body. If only I had tried a bit harder, I could have saved her."

Hestia looked at the broken hero and felt her eyes soften in pity. "Perseus, there was nothing you could have done. The fates had decreed it was time for her life to end. If you must blame someone, blame me."

Percy looked up, shock evident on his features, his face a mask of confusion. "What do you mean, blame you? You are the best of all the gods and have never wronged anyone. Why should I blame you?"

Hestia looked down, somewhat ashamed. "Because I was a coward. All i did was ruin Kronos' scythe. I could have helped more. I should have stood up to him and fought beside you. True, with so little hope and the home of the Olympions in danger, my powers were weakend, but I should have done something regardless." Her shoulders began to shake, the fact that she was reliving her deepest held regret getting to her.

Percy rushed forward and grabbed her by the shoulders. "Hestia. Look at me. _Now_."

She looked up, streaks of gold running down her face.

"It is completely understandable what you did. Don't you dare think less of yourself for what you did. Without you, Olympus would have fallen. _You_ are the last Olympion. None of this was your fault. Now please, let me finish what I started."

She smiles sadly. "Sorry, not happening. I won't let you. You have things you can still do to make this world a better place. Demigods need protecting. There have been rumors of Gaea rising. Are you going to deprive the rest of the demigods at a better chance to survive because you were selfish?" She hated every second of playing that card.

His head snapped up, a face filled with anger, before it softens. "No. No i couldn't. Not in good conscience."

Then she reached out and grabbed his shoulder. "Then let's go hero. The world needs you. One last time."

They flashed away, leaving only an empty beach with breakers. With a lonely sword sitting in the sand.


End file.
